Josephine Plays Billiards at the Tuileries
"Hairs in his nose! Underclothes!" exclaimed his mis-
tress. "And I ask you how he appears in battle! Con-
stant, you have the valet's soul."
"Well, madame, he talked to the monks in the hospice
of St. Bernard. They marveled at his wisdom. Then with
his men he slid down the glaciers like a boy."
"What! On a sled?"
"Non9 madame. He sat right down on the ice. How
many pairs of good cassimere he spoiled!"
It was hopeless, and she turned to the window. Two
officers walked over the court with much jingling of
spurs.
"Eoe! Rapp! Junot! Come in and save me from this
haberdasher!" Then, as they entered the chamber, "I
ask this fellow how the first consul appears at Marengo;
and he tells me that he spoils his breeches coasting down
glaciers!"
"He did, Madame la Premiere Consule" assented the
smiling Rapp. "A little device to cheer on his men. There
were many such."
"Allons done! Monsieur le General, you are no better.
What I want to know is how he appears in battle. I have
never attended one."
"You should see him, then, to see war at its most glo-
rious," broke in Junot. He had a brave uniform, side-
burns like Louis; his eyes were near together, his mouth
rather petulant for so brave a warrior, and he was to die
in a madhouse; but he had spirit and dash enough on the
field. This was echoed now as exultantly he spoke in praise
of his chief: "Even with grape falling like hail all around
him, his horse shot under him, he is cool. He knows not
fear!"
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